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Monday,  Aug.  16  - 

Reached  Dumfries  this  A.  M.  at  5:14.  Have  spent  the  entire  day  looking 
up  the  home  of  grandmother.  Have  had  endless  funny  experiences  but  I  cannot 
believe  that  grandmother  ever  lived  there  it  is  so  sort  of  queer.  Visited  the 
Burns  home.  Monument,  Mausoleum  and  St.  Michael's  Church. 

I  seemed  to  cause  quite  a  commotion  in  the  vicinity  of  Noble  Hill. 

You  see  I  kept  inquiring  for  real  old  people  thinking  I  might  find  one  old  enough 
to  remember  where  the  Locke  farm  was  and  when  an  old  lady  or  an  old  man 
had  listened  to  my  tale  and  knew  I  wanted  to  see  the  spot  that  had  been  my 
grandmother's  and  greatgrandmother's  home  they  gave  me  their  undivided 
attention  and  thereupon  asked  me  to  have  a  cup  of  tea. 

My  walking  gave  them  the  idea  that  I  was  "dead  broke",  which  was 
not  far  from  the  truth  and  they  strained  their  memories  and  stretched  their 
imaginations  as  far  as  the  law  allowed. 

I  was  passed  from  one  to  another  and  then  to  the  "next  llkliest"  -  until 
finally  several  memories  recalled  very  nearly  the  same  spot  and  so  I  decided 

one  spot  and  went  and  viewed  it  reverently  trying  hard  to  think  of  the  time  when 
the  surroundings  were  far  different  and  grandmother  had  tramped  the  fields  around 
the  old  farm. 

A  real  old  Scotch  woman,  Mrs.  Annie  McAdam,  took  me  into  her  little  shop 
and  home  ( two  rooms  )  ,  recited  Burns  to  me,  showed  me  relics  of  the  Burns 
home  and  a  piece  of  the  tree  under  which  he  sat  when  he  wrote  Ball  .  .  . 

After  carefully  examining  the  family  album  and  looking  with  a  desperate 
longing  at  the  old  furniture  and  fireplace  and  belongings  all  crowded  into  one 
room  and  receiving  from  the  old  mistress  McAdam  a  picture  of  her  home  I  came 
back  to  Dumfries  and  the  old  man  who  had  first  sent  me  on  my  way  upset  my 
decision  and  said  the  McAdam  house  was  the  real  one.  If  that  is  true  then  I 
have  a  picture  of  grandmother's  old  home.  If  my  first  decision  (  according  to 
the  tale  of  Isabella  Clark  who  tried  to  maintain  her  mother  and  my  grandmother 
were  my  cousins  )  is  true  then  I  have  but  a  corner  view  in  the  picture  that 
Mistress  McAdam  gave  me.  It  has  been  a  great  satisfaction  though  to  be  here 
and  to  travel  the  same  roads  and  to  be  near  if  not  on  the  exact  spot 
where  once  stood  the  home  of  my  dear  grandmother. 

This  much  I  feel  sure  she  never  lived  over  here  as  she  did  back  on  the 
old  homestead  in  good  old  U.S.A.  For  had  the  family  lived  so  luxuriously 
over  here  someone  would  remember  for  I  talked  to  many  people  who  have  lived 
for  over  seventy  or  eighty  years  right  at  or  very  near  Noble  Hill  and  no  recollection 
is  theirs  concerning  the  house  or  family  other  than  this  -  a  man  named  Locke  lived 
in  the  little  thatched  roofed  cottage  on  the  Noble  Hill  Farm  way  way  long  ago. 

My  effort  to  find  church  records,  a  tombstone  in  the  graveyard 
ail  proved  nothing,  but  I  have  been  here  and  that  means  a  lot  to  me. 


